Older Brother fetched from school 


and I feel my eyes. How 
they saucer as we bend 
against the brutal wind. 


I should close them a- 
gainst flying dirt and 


twigs, but the sights 
are too wonderful. 


Hurricane! as the oak descends 
before us as though in 
a slow-motion film. 


On the ground, a monster, its 
leaves and thrashing boughs rise 


and fall- 
ing. Now. 


